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FROM A LETTER OF MRS. COOPER TO HER SISTER
Paris, November 28th, 1826
Fan is as fat as a little pig—and Mr. Cooper says I
am growing plump, but I believe it is a little french
flattery. I wish I could say the same of him, but he has
had wretched colds, which have made him thin and pale.
This was quite unfortunate, as he has just been sitting
for his picture, for engravings. It is a pretty good one, but
has rather a french look.—They make quite a Lion of
him, and Princesses write to him, and he has invitations
from Lords and Ladies. He has so many notes from the
Princess Galitzin, that I should be absolutely jealous,
were it not that she is a Grandmother. We were at a
Soiree there, the other evening, among Duchesses, Prin-
cesses, Countesses, etc. They danced, some of the Demoi-
selles beautifully; the manners of the French women in
high life are highly polished—and they are perfectly lady
like and well bred—but you would be surprised to hear
how trifling in their conversation; their dress, their Man-
tuamaker, their Marchande de Mode, form the great sub-
ject with them—and they are generally, far from being
pretty or delicate in their appearance, the size of Mrs.
Gilly Brown being far from remarkable among them.
They wear an immense deal of jewelry, and their dresses,
which set beautifully, even on these large ladies, and per-
fectly so on more sizeable ones, are the oddest mixture of
coulours—they appear to give a complete range to their
fancy, and you see yellow, blue, orange, but above all red,
in profusion.—I look at all these things as an amusing
and interesting spectacle—but I must say that so far as I
have been, and all, and whatever I have seen would only
serve to endear the manners, and customs, and above all
the simplicity of our Country.—We were the other day

